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things were done. Little children worked all night.
Young girls burned their hands holding almost red-hot
metal in place.

Hollow-eyed, unshaven, the two young Americans
directed the work. They did not sleep for fifty hours,
and then only got a snatch of an hour or two, in their
clothes.

At one juncture Hayes went striding into the Bandoeng
railway shops, which were on fire from bombing, and
there gathered up a lot of bits of metal, got some welding
done, picked up fragments from all over the place, and
took them back to his patchwork bomber that Death
himself might have feared to fly.

While they were testing a motor that afternoon more
bombers came droning overhead. Hayes straightened
his back, a big wrench in his hand, and raved. From
want of sleep and food, he was more or less delirious.

The bombers flew on, and from them dropped dozens
of black spots that almost instantly showed themselves as
parachutists, each swinging on his Japanese paper
parachute.

They drifted through the sky like pretty petals from
a giant flower, some red. some blue, most of them white.
The majority floated over the airfield and landed some-
where in Bandoeng city,

But about a dozen, swinging violently to follow an
officer on a red parachute who had seen the Fortress
standing out there in the open, cleverly directed them-
selves to the edge of the airfield.

Cherymisin, sitting in 'the Fortress, swung one of its
big machine-guns that way, A blast of fire fled across
the field, and half the Japs fell writhing on the ground.

The rest ran in a swift arc out of the field of fire, and
came pounding towards the aircraft.